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	 Hard times lay ahead, but he didn’t know it. He was so optimistic, full of hope that all would be well in his life after his graduation from university.  Dimeji, a Nigerian graduate of the University of Jos, in Nigeria, had to go for his one-year national service expected of any graduate of a Nigerian institution of higher learning. He wished his service year would end in a flash because he was in a hurry to move over to Lagos, in search of a job that would guarantee him decent living. On getting to Lagos at the end of his service year, Dimeji rented a room for a year, in a very remote area, a swampy area where a part of the sum of money he had saved up during his national service could afford him a roof over his head. The room he rented was in an uncompleted two-story building that he first feared it would collapse one day. But Dimeji’s fears were quickly put aside because he believed he would get a job fast, being a university graduate, and move into a decent apartment.

	Dimeji had to share just one pit-toilet and one bathroom with twenty other tenants and their families. The sight of human waste on the bathroom floor was not a rare one at all. It was also common to hear polythene bags containing human waste, being tossed off windows into surrounding bushes at night. The state of poor hygiene in the toilet and bathroom degenerated to the point that Dimeji had to start going to nearby bushes to defecate, in addition to having his bath only at night in an open space, beside the building in which he lived. Dimeji got fed up but could do nothing. Jobs he searched for were proving elusive. He was becoming worried now.  The roof of his room was peeling off. His landlord didn’t care. Broken bricks nearly fell on his head one night. His room had windows that couldn’t keep the rains out, so his clothes and small mattress on the floor got soaked whenever it rained.

